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Capita: OLD Mouse City 
Population: МЕРЕ NOT SURE. (MATH DOESN'T EXIST yer!) Bur BESIDES 
CAVEMICE, THERE ARE PLENTY OF DINOSAURS, WAY TOO MANY SABER-TOOTHED 
TIGERS, AND FEROCIOUS CAVE BEARS — BUT NO MOUSE HAS 
EVER HAD THE COURAGE TO COUNT THEM! 

TypicaL Foon: PETRIFIED CHEESE SOUP 

National Hounay: GREAT Zap Day, 

WHICH CELEBRATES THE DISCOVERY OF FIRE- RODENTS 
EXCHANGE GRILLED CHEESE SANDWICHES ON THIS HOLIDAY. 
NATIONAL Drink: MAMMOTH MILKSHAKES 

Cumate: Unpredictable, wtu 

FREQUENT METEOR SHOWERS 


MEASUREMENT 


THE BASIC UNIT OF MEASUREMENT IS BASED ON 
j^ THE LENGTH OF THE TAIL OF THE LEADER OF 
THE VILLAGE. A UNIT CAN BE DIVIDED INTO A 
HALF TAIL OR QUARTER ТАП» THE LEADER |5 
ALWAYS READY TO PRESENT HIS TAIL WHEN THERE 
IS A DISPUTE. 




















SEASHELLS OF ALL SHAPES 
AND SIZES 
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N 
MANY AGES AGO, ON PREHISTORIC MOUSE ISLAND, THERE 
WAS A VILLAGE CALLED OLD MOUSE CITY. IT WAS INHABITED 
BY BRAVE RODENT SAPIENS KNOWN AS THE CAVEMICE. 
DANGERS SURROUNDED THE MICE-AT EVERY TURN: 
EARTHQUAKES, METEOR SHOWERS, FEROCIOUS DINOSAURS, 
\ AND FIERCE GANGS OF SABER-TOOTHED TIGERS. BUT THE 
BRAVE CAVEMICE FACED ІТ ALL WITH A SENSE OF HUMOR, 
AND WERE ALWAYS READY TO LEND A HAND TO OTHERS. 
HOW DO I KNOW THIS? I DISCOVERED AN 
ANCIENT BOOK WRITTEN BY MY ANCESTOR, GERONIMO 
STILTONOOT! HE CARVED HIS STORIES INTO STONE TABLETS 
AND ILLUSTRATED THEM WITH HIS ETCHINGS. 
1 AM PROUD TO SHARE THESE STONE AGE STORIES WITH 
YOU. THE EXCITING ADVENTURES OF THE CAVEMICE WILL 
MAKE YOUR FUR STAND ON END, AND THE JOKES WILL 
TICKLE YOUR WHISKERS! HAPPY READING! 


Geronimo N от 




























/ — WARNING! DONT IMITATE THE CAVEMICE. 
19: WERENOT!N THE STONE AGE ANYMORE! ——- 
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It was а calm spring evening in Old Mouse 
City, and I was in a marvemouse mood! 

Ah, springtime! Quiet 

mornings, Sufi-soak¢ed 


NN afternoons, and cool 
ev! \ NiGHTS filled with 
کي‎ 
SB Stars... 
N NE Oops — I haven't 







introduced myself! 
My name is Stiltonoot, 
"and | run The Stone Gazette, 
the most F4moli$8 newspaper 
in prehistory. 








As I was saying, spring had arrived in 
Old Mouse City, and I was full of energy. 
I had even finished my work at the office 
early! 

Since it was such a FABUMOUSE 
evening, the idea of going right home to my 
cave didn’t seem like much fun. I decided 
to treat myself to a delicious dinner of 
Paleolithic cheeses and seasonal vegetables. 

Where? At the Rotten Tooth Tavern, 
of course! That's the restaurant my cousin 
Trap runs with his business partner, 
Greasella Stonyfur — a cook so good, she'll 
make your WHISKERS WOBBLE. 

"Geronimo!" Trap hollered when I walked 
into the tavern. “What a surprise! We were 
just finishing the last of the Volcanico 
cheese quesadillas.” 

“Finishing?!” I squeaked. 


ЖҰ, 





Volcanico is a special SUPER- 
STINKY cheese made with sour milk and 
hot lava peppers. It’s rare — and delicious! 

Trap gave me a friendly ТАШАР on the 
back. “Don’t worry, we saved some for you! 
Sit down.” 

I headed for a table, but before I reached 
it, I was distracted by a familiar squeak. 
“Geronimo! Eating alone? Why don’t you 
come over here?” 


Gulp — it was the most 


extraordinary, FABUMOUSE, intelligent, 
narvenouse, enchanting, elegant 
rodent in not just Old Mouse City, but 
the entire prehistoric world: larissa. ааб і 
Copjurat! 

Sigh! 

For a few moments, I was frozen like 


a Jurassic GLACIER. Then she said, 
<P 








“Geronimo? Are you okay?” 

“UMM ... no — I mean, yyes — I 
mean...” I stammered. 

Whenever І see Clarissa, my brain turns to 


MELTED CHEESY MUSH! 


I sat down across from her, as red as a 


Paleozoic pepper. But just then — 





"WAKE UP!” 


The tavern had disappeared. The table had 
disappeared. And, worst of all, Clarissa 
had ле 










I looked around, confused. Rat- 

42 eg E. rattlesnakes — 1 

if was in my office at The 
Stone Gazette! 

Great rocky boulders, I 

must have 90001 95008р 


at my desk! But who woke 











I looked up and saw Trap snickering in 
satisfaction. 

“GOOD MORNING, COUSIN! Slacking 
off, I see!” he exclaimed, thumping me on 
the back so hard that it put my tail in knots. 

“What?” I mumbled. “But I worked All 


night: 








“Oh, calm down! I’m not here to 
fight.” He bent down, looked me square in 
the eye, and said, “I’m here to give you some 
FABUMOUSE news!” 

Massive meteorites! That’s not what I 
wanted to hear. When Trap says he has 
fabumouse news, it usually means there’s 


C 











Trap looked at me with a Smile On his 
SnOUt. “I just got a message from Rocky 
Stonesmith, a friend of mine who lives in 





LET'S GET GOING! 
سے‎ каллан 


CLEARWATER YILLAGE, the fishing 
town along the coast.” 

“Okay,” I said. “But what does this have 
to do with me?" 

Trap rolled his eyes. “Give me a minute! 
Rocky says that they found a GIANT 
OYSTER in the Clearwater Village 
lagoon.” 

I blinked. “$9?” 

“Do I have to explain everything to you?" 
he squeaked with a groan. “A GIANT 
OYSTER means... a giant pearly” 





LET'S GET GOING! 
ss 


I still didn’t understand a cheese crumb of 
what he was squeaking about! 
Trap continued, “Rocky asked for help 
PULLS the oyster from the lagoon. 
He and his fellow townsmice can’t do it 
themselves . . .” | 
“So you volun teered,” I finished. 
“Then what are you still doing here? 
It sounds like there’s no time to lose!” 


Trap GRINNED. “Right, there's 


no time to lose! Because if WE pull 


the oyster from the lagoon, Rocky 
will reward US!” 





LET'S GET GOING! 





“What do you mean, if W@ pull it out?" 
I squeaked. “And what do you mean by 
reward US? I’m not going anywhere!” 


“ARE YOU SURE?” 


Trap said, raising an eyebrow. “Rocky 
promised to repay me with a bag of 
pearls!” 

Fossilized feta! A bag of pearls? 


THAT WAS A MOUSERIFIC 
REWARD! 


“It won't be easy for you to get a giant 
oyster out of the lagoon," I pointed out to 
my cousin. 

But Trap didn't want to hear that. “Trust 
me, Geronimo! I һауе a foolproof plan!” 

“But —" 


“LET'S GET GOING!” said Trap, 


uU 


LET'S GET GOING! 





clapping his paws. “It’s getting late! Pack 
your bags, Cousin — we’re hitting the road!” 

«NO, NO!” 1 said firmly. “I have more 
important things to do than DUNK 
MUSELF in a lagoon to make you 
rich.” 

But Trap wasn’t listening. “GREAT! so 
we'll need some things to take along on the 
trip — one or two extra clubs, and —” 

“Trap!” I interrupted. Y am NOT 
coming?” 

*. . . and two autosauruses, naturally!” 
he went on, not listening to a word I was 
squeaking. 

-AUTOSAURUSES? | said. “You 
want to travel by autosaurus?" 

“Of course!” he said. “Otherwise, how 
we will ЛШ a giant oyster out of the 
water?” 


quU 


LET'S GET GOING! 


BY THE 
GREAT ZAP, 


I had a feeling it wasn’t going to be easy to 
chain ge my cousin’s mind... 










—  RRENT THERE 
AUTOSAURUSES IN 
| CLEARWATER VILLAGE? 












“Do we really need to take CWO 
AUTOSAURUSES?” i asked. 

Trap nodded. “Absolutely — we need 
them both to pull the giant pearl out of the 
water!” 

“But aren’t there any autosauruses in 
CLEARWATER YILLAISE?" I asked. 

“Nope!” Trap said. “The village’s huts are 
built above the water, raised up on stilts. So 
the mice don’t ride on autosauruses to get 
around! Instead, they use SKIMMER 
RAFTS.” 

Skimmer rafts are used for fishing and 


sdiling around the sea. I’d heard 


AREN'T THERE AUTOSAURUSES IN CLEARWATER VILLAGE? dl 





Thea talk about them, but Га never had 
the chance to use one. They sounded like 
fun... even though boats always make me 
Queasy! 

“Okay, but can't you ask SOMEONE 
else for help?" I protested. 


3 ODE OF TRANSPORTATION FOR 
E OF CLEARWATER VILLAGE 
HAT IT'S USED FOR: 
FISHING, TRAVELING, AND 
TRANSPORTING THINGS 
ACROSS THE LAGOON. 


How uo uem 





al AREN'T THERE AUTOSAURUSES IN CLEARWATER VILLAGE? 





“Don’t you understand?” Trap crie 4. “I 
can’t let everyone know that I’m going to 
haul up a giant pearl: It’s a super-top- 
secret mission, and you’re the only one I can 
trust!” 


I sighed. He was right — if the citizens of 
Old Mouse City found out about the huge 





AREN'T THERE AUTOSAURUSES IN CLEARWATER VILLAGE? dl 





oyster, they'd all run to CLEARWATER 
YILLAISE to get their YS V on the 
pearl first! 

“So. . .” I said, shaking in my fur, 
“wouldn't it be better to just forget it? Some 


TREASURES are best left alone.” 


“ РЕ YOU " 
ОА КАП NG ABOUT?! 


Trap asked. 
“WHEN WILL I HAVE 
ANOTHER CHANCE LIKE 
THIS??!” 


Then he added, “Don’t you think that 
your dear cousin, who has always worked 
so hard, deserves a REWARD?” 

Thundering triceratops! I couldn’t believe 
my ears. Worked hard? The hardest work 


al AREN'T THERE AUTOSAURUSES IN CLEARWATER VILLAGE? 





Trap did was lie out in the sun and munch 
on Volcanico quesadillas: 

“If you really worked hard and didn’t 
take VACATIONS six days a week, you 
would already be rich, Trap!” I said. 

He just rolled his eyes. “Come оп, 

! You're the only one who 
can help me. I promise that ГІІ give at least 
five — well, three — okay, maybe HALF a 
pearl to The Stone Gazette!” 

“Gee, THANKS $9 MUCH!” I snorted. 
“I think the Gazette can do without your 
suPer-SenerousS offer.” 

“Hmph,” Trap huffed. “You sure are 
STONE-HEADED!” 

But before I knew what was happening, he 
was pushing me out the door of The Stone 


Gazette, calling, THEEEEAAAA/ ” 
<P 


AREN'T THERE AUTOSAURUSES IN CLEARWATER VILLAGE? dl 





A moment later, my sister, Thea, appeared 
on her autosaurus, GRUNTY. 


Bones and stones! This was just what I 


needed! 






O 
4 ¿eeere! Кк ЕТІ 


= 








As soon as Thea climbed off of Grunty, he 


began to lick me K nibble my tail. 


ouch! ri 
WhaT а о?016 Pain! 


Then my sister stepped between us. 
"Geronimo, you 
Ouch, , 
C 1 | 7 X Have te Ge 
F ‘with Trap!” 
| PU) Oh, for the love 
Е A | of cheese! 
\ A Thea continued, 
MS e Us This SCOOP 
Dg > is too important 






DIDN'T I TELL YOU? 2 





to miss! Imagine the article you can chisel 
about it. Plus, if you don’t go and recover 
the pearl, some tascally rodent could 
steal it for himself!” 

«NO WAY!” ү insisted. “If you think it’s 
so IMPORTANT, why don’t you go?” 

“Oh, of course I’m coming, too, but 
Grunty is just a baby,” Thea responded. “He’s 
ГОУ, but he’s not STOME enough to 


т 
.. 


help pull the giant oyster 
out of the lagoon.” 







Out of the corner & E 


of my EYE, 1 
could see Thea GE 


whispering е 
something to 
Trap. What 
were those 


two Plotting? . RT Ж 


е DIDN'T I TELL YOU? 





“But, Trap,” said Thea loudly, shooting me 
a sneaky look, “why would Geronimo be 
interested in a lovely dinner with Clarissa 
Conjurat?” 

Bones and stones! “What does Clarissa 
have to do with any of this?” 

Trap shrugged. ‘DiDn’t I теш 
YOU? if you come with me, once the 
EXPEDITION is over I’ll reserve a 
romantic table for you and Clarissa at 
the Rotten Tooth Tavern.” 

“Just imagine it,” Thea said. “You and 
Clarissa...” 

“All alone . . ." added Trap. 

Thea sighed. “Lit by 


” 


” 


“Eating delicious Volcanico cheese . . . 
Trap said. 
"And at the end of the evening, you 


X» 


DIDN'T I TELL YOU? а 





offer Clarissa a necklace of pearls from 
Clearwater Village!” finished Thea. 


Petrified cheese! A romantic dinner, just 
like in my 278817! 

“Well, I guess maybe I could ride to 
CLEARWATER YILLAGE on my 


autosaurus,” I said slowly, “just, you know, 
to ROOK around.” 





& DIDN'T I TELL YOU? 


“Fabumouse!” Trap cried. 





“That’s the Geronimo we love — a mouse 
who’s adventurous, courageous, and up for 
anything!” Thea 
added, JUMPING 
up on Grunty. 
Adventurous? 
Courageous? Up 
for anything? 


wap | GOTTEN 
WAAT егі INTO? 













YOU CANT MISS - 
THIS! 








I suddenly felt like 17715120, my tail in 
knots. I was a goner, doomed, extinct! *On 
second thought —" 

“YOU CAN'T MISS THIS!" Trap 
interrupted. 

“You'll never have this chance again!” 
Thea added. 

As much as it ruffled my fur to admit it, 
they were both right. 

Clarissa Conjurat was so FABUMOUSE 
that a regular rodent like me could never 
win her heart. But if I recovered a giant 
oyster — and a giant pearl — maybe 
she would notice me! 


quU 


ev. CAN'T MISS THIS! 


“Oh, all right,” I said with a sigh. Tm 
coming!” 
Thea and Trap exploded in squeaks of joy. 


“HOORAY! MOUSETASTIC!” 





YOU CAN'T MISS u AR 





Right away, Trap found an aUTeSaUPRUS 
who let us load him up in exchange for 
fresh SNACKS — the most EFFICIENT 
autosaurus fuel! 

Thea took Grunty back to his DEN to 
prepare him some food. 

But my autosaurus was a total Iazykones 
and did not want to leave! To make matters 
worse, I had no ingredients in my cave for 
a Superfruit Smoothie, my autosaurus’s 
preferred fuel. All I had in my pantry were 
two chives and a dried root. I held those 
treats out to my autosaurus, but... 


TED NOTHING TO DO WITH 
А НЕ — OR OUR TRIP! 


I climbed on the autosaurus and waved 
the chives under his snout — but he didn’t 
move a millitail! 


c» 






Then I tried giving 
him a few friendly 
pats — but he didn’t 
move a millitail! 

Finally, I spotted a 

bowl that I had Р 






used for my Ss 
super-delicious Ф” 
dinner of cheese and beans Na 
the night before. I let my 
autosaurus sniff the bowl, 
then whispered, “As 
soon as we get back, I 





promise you а mega- 


smoothie, SEASONED 








| REWARD мо. 2 
FRIENDLY 





. 
* e eau 12 


YOU CAN'T MISS "us A 





үр” 


with a pot of cheese and beans 
With that, my super-lazy autosaurus 
JUMPED UP and darted out of my cave, 
faster than a strike of the Great Zap! 
Trumpeting triceratops, what a genius 
idea! 









REWARD NO. 3 
THE PROMISE OF A MEGA- 


CHARGING 


MAMMOTHS! 








Now we just had to get to CLEARWATER. 
YILLAIGE, and the autosauruses would 
take care of the rest! And when we got 
back to Old Mouse City, my dream of 
impressing Clarissa would finally come true. 


1? 


“Come on!” I called cheerfully to Trap and 


Thea. “Let’s goooo!” 

“Т lüke your attitude!» said Thea, 
taking a seat behind me on my huge 
autosaurus. 

“Giant oyster, here we come!” 
Trap added, leading the way оп his 
autosaurus. 

After traveling for a few hours under the 


qu 





scorching sun, we reached the Rubble 
River and decided to take a break. The 
autosauruses needed some water and rest, 
and we were all as sweaty as Paleozoic 
sponges — YUCK! — so we took a nice dip 
in the river. 

‚For a while, we had a fabumouse time 
SPL AS LG around and jumping off a 
boulder near the shore. 

ә 0D. 


“WATCH THIS!” 
бъ 
called Trap, jumping into the water and 
making a splash as tall as a mammoth. 
“Now watch me!” I cried, leaping 
into the river with the grace of a 
swanasaurus. 


As Trap and ISWAM around like 


<r 


к CHARGING MAMMOTHS! 





prehistoric pike fish, Thea 
on the shore. 

Suddenly, the ground began to Shake, 
and Thea jumped to her paws. 

Bones and stones, what was going on? 


EAN 
4A 





CHARGING MAMMOTHS! M. 





Trap and I turned as Pf) lÊ as Mesozoic 
mozzarella. 

A cloud of dust began to rise 
threateningly in the distance. Then, way 
up on a small, rocky peak, we could see... | 








Fossilized feta, I was shaking in my fur! 

Suddenly, aNOEHE! mammoth appeared... 
and then МОЁНеР . . . and many, Many 
Others: 


It was a whole herd of mammoths, and 


they were charging at TOP SPEED. ~ 


It looked like they were running away from 
someone — or something! 








5° = 
But the WORST part was that the 
mammoths were headed directly toward 
Trap and me, and we were in 
fear like two blocks of stone! 

There was NO time to climb ashore, NO 
time to swim to the other side, NO time 





for anything! Great rocky boulders, we were 
finished — done for — extinct! 








N 


Dy ead N 
Атта X S 
УУ. 








Trap and I finally got our tails in gear 
and started swimming. In our panic, 
we didn’t realize that we were swimming 
against the current — so we hadn’t moved a 
millitail: 





EXTINCTION! ^ 





Now the herd was stomping into the water, 
making huge waves! 


g SPLISH! SPLASH! СЕТ S 


| To make matter worse, Thea had 
Gisappeäfed. Fossilized feta, what if she 


had been trampled? 


SPLESHI {рн > 
I SPLOH] Р 


The mammoths were thumping closer and 
closer. 

Trap and I squeezed our EYES shut 
and prepared for the worst, when... 

“Geronimo! Trap! » 

Bones and stones — it was Thea! 

She stood on top of a nearby boulder, 


СР, 


n. nenn 


getting ready to throw an ENORMOLSE 
vine lasso out to us. 


WERE READY, THEA! ” I squeaked. 
г Thea tossed the VINE — and reached us 
on her first try! 





We grabbed on, Thea and 
the autosauruses 


НА DH pulled the vine, 


| 00 out of the way 








\ 


ж just before the 
MaMMOtHS 
would have trampled 

us. Whew! 
"We're saved!” I 
squeaked, my whiskers 
still wobbling in 

fright. 


EXTINCTION! is 





Trap and I watched as the mammoths 
reached the other side of the river 
and continued stampeding, TRUMPETING. 
and huffing. 

How strange! Usually mammoths are 
peaceful creatures. Why were they acting 
so crazy? What could have frightened 
them? 

Soaking wet, we hugged my super-tough 
STSTER. 

“Thanks, Thea!” I exclaimed. “If it 
weren't for you, Trap and I would have been 


mouse pancakes” 


© 













MOVE IT, 
GERONIMO! 











There was no time to waste — we had to get 
back on the road to Clearwater Village! 

We left the Rubble River and rode 
our autosauruses into a thick forest. But 
before long, I couldn’t shake the feeling 
that someone was hiding in the trees . . . 
WATCHING US. 

I mentioned it to Thea and Trap, but they 
both just ROLLED their eyes. 

“Oh, don't be such a scaredy-mouse, 
Geronimo!” Trap scoffed. 

As we slowly continued through the 
WOODS, I thought I heard some strange 
sounds, too, such as... 


C» 


MOVE IT, GERONIMO! 


Ф 


" SCRATCH! SCR 


Stifled laughter: 
Teeth chattering: 
Nails scratching: 


ATCH! SCRATCH! 


.... 








A HORRIBLE THOUGHT scampered 
through my mind: What if there were 
SABER-TOOTHED TIGERS hiding in the 
forest? 

Sq nea ki How terrifying! 

“Don’t you hear that?” I asked as I looked 
a (ӨТЕП Чф and NS 


“There’s по опе here,” Thea said calmly. 

“You always think everything is во FYR- 
RAISING,” Trap added with a wink. 

But I was sure we weren’t alone — and 
now І could smell something, too. It was the 
unmistakable STINK of moldy wild fur! 

I was so busy sniffing the air that I banged 
my head right into a tree. Whack! 

Then a branch slapped me square in the 


snout. vouch! 


I lost my balance and fell right on top of 


c» 


a nest of Jumping AATF — the most 
dangerous insects in all of prehistory! 
Petrified cheese, what had I gotten myself 
into? 
“MOVE, CERONIMO, OR THEY'LL 
BITE YOU!” 
Thea yelled from her autosaurus. 
“But they’re so fast!” I squeaked. 
The ants were already jumping up and 
pricking, NIBBLING, and biting my tail with 
their super-SHARP little teeth. 


OUCHIE! 


Bones and stones, these ants were hungrier 
than a T. REX at dinnertime! 


CHOME NP сномру 


I had to get out of there! I glanced over 


MOVE IT, GERONIMO! 4 








at Thea and my AUFOSAURUS, but — 


bouncing boulders, where were they? 
By now, the ants were everywhere. They 


were even jumping off the trees, with their 
jaws WIDE open and their TINY FANGS 
in plain sight! 

I began to run as fast as I could, but just 








as I really got going, I TRIPPED опа 


root. Oh, what a day! 
Before I knew it, the ants had surrounded 
me in attack formation. They weren't 


RES RES ERE CEES EE 


MOVE IT, GERONIMO! 2 
سے‎ ка menm 


just FAST. they were also extremely 
organized — and ready to 11718 h me off 


by unleashing their fangs on my tail! 
45:15: D- bein 


dis тт see 





EEE KE EE KEKE ES 





I was as dazed as a dizzy dinosaur, 
as immobile as a MAMMOTH SKELETON, 
and as petrified as a FOSSIL! 

But just when I was ready to give up, 
something incredible 

happened. 

The jump! Ag 
Qn Tf suddenly 
began to sniff 
the air... 


Bo ing, 





SNIFF, SNIFF, SNIFF! 





SNIFF, Seg Snirr! 


Wait a minute... 

Were they sniffing ме: 

I had just taken а shower one month 
earlier — I was hardly smelly at all! 

Continuing to sniff, the ants jumped away 
and disappeared into the SHRUBS. 

I was left lying on the ground, stiff and 
stinging. I was expecting the ants to COME 
back at any moment — but they didn’t. 
WHEW! 

They must have found something more 
interesting to nibble on! But there was no 
one else around . . . or was there? 

“Move it, Geronimo! What are you waiting 
for?” Thea squeaked, popping out of the 


EERE KE EE CEE RE 


SNIFF, SNIFF, SNIFF! 
o o ——em ЬЬЬ 


forest on my AUTOSAURUS. 
As soon as I climbed up, I caught a whiff 
of the st ink that I had smelled earlier. 
“Do you smell it now?" I said. 
“Smell what?" Thea said. 
I wrinkled my snout. “That awful 


prehistoric STENCH!” 





SNIFF, SNIFF, SNIFF! 
oo а а е... 


Thea and Trap both shook their snouts. 
They didn’t smell a thing! 

“I think it's the horrific smell of a SABER- 
TOOTHED TIGER!” 1 cried. 

“What are you squeaking about, you 
megalithic WOffyWatft?” asked Trap. 
“What kind of TIGERS would be in a place 
like this?” 

But Thea looked thoughtful. “Well, it’s 
true that JumPi Ag ANTS’ favorite food is 
saber-toothed tiger,” she said. “Keep your 
EYES open and snouts up. Geronimo 
could be right!” 

Before long, a FUR-RAISING scream 
echoed through the forest. 

Massive meteorites, what was that? 


«8000722, 05008!" 


SNIFF, SNIFF, SNIFF! 
———— a — — ннн 


There was no doubt about it — that was a 
feline screech! 

Just a few tails away from us, three (YES. 

HREE/ ) enormouse saber-toothed tigers 
leaped out of the woods as if they had been 
PRICKED by a hundred Paleozoic pins! 

The fanged felines jumped and clawed at 
their fur, trying to get those terrible ants off 


of the 


-GROWWWWL! That itches!” 


‘Roarrr! That hurts!” 
"M600000W! Owwwww!” 


“Serves you right, you crusty cats!” Trap 
declared, waving a paw. “Go de-bug 





SNIFF, SNIFF, SNIFF! 
س سے‎ лан 


yourselves somewhere else! SHoo!: 

For once, the tigers didn’t have time to 
ATTACK US! Who would have thought that 
those terrible jumping ants would save 
our fur? 

But there was one thing I still didn't 
understand — what were three ferocious 


saber-toothed tigers doing on the road to 


CLEARWATER YILLAGE? 
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Once we made it past the jumping ants, the 


rest of our trip to Clearwater Village was 
easy cheesy. 

The village sat on a bay, sheltered from the 
wind and the waves of the ocean. The houses 
were suspended on WOODEN stilts over the 
clear water of the lagoon. Everything was so 
beautiful and clean . . . except for the heaps 
of rotten algae everywhere! 


ско BOULDEPS, 
great BOCK 


“What do the mice of Clearwater Village 
do with all this stinky algae?” I wondered. 





Just then, Trap’s friend ROGKY arrived. 
“Welcome to Clearwater Village, friends!” 
he greeted us. 

“Hey there, Rocky!” Trap called. “We’re 
here to help with the giant pearl!” 

Rocky led us over to the shore, where a 
fleet of skimmer rafts was ready to take us 
out to the hear L of the lagoon. 

Anytime I have to board a boat, I’m usually 
a teeny-tiny bit саға. But the Water 
was so calm, and my SKIMMER 


GU 











[RAFT looked so sturdy. I felt safe — and 
not even the littlest bit SEASICK, It was a 
megalithic miracle! 

Trap’s autosaurus followed us, stomping 
through the shallow water, while mine stayed 
on the shore. When we AERUMI by the 
giant oyster, the skimmer rafts stopped. 

“First,” Trap said, pulling a POPE out of 
his bag, “we need to tie this rope around the 
oyster.” 

The fishermice immediately DOVE into 
the water with the rope. 

“FABUMOUSE!” said Trap. “The 
hardest part is done. Now the rest is up to 
you, Geronimo!” 

“Me?!” I squeaked. “What am I supposed 
do?” 

Trap Winked and explained what he had 
in mind. 


C» 
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Then Rocky and his friends headed 
back to shore with me, towing the end of 
the rope. On shore, I tied the rope to my 
autosaurus and JUMPED on his back. We 
were ready! 

Out in the middle of the lagoon, Trap’s 
autosaurus began to LMS the giant 
oyster with his snout, while my autosaurus 


AED the oyster from the shore. 


HEAVE-H9! 


“It's starting to move!” Thea cried. 


GREAT ROCKY BOULDERS — 
THIS WAS A RATTASTIC IDEA! 


The plan was working perfectly! 
Once the oyster was safely out of the water, 


гі HEAVE-HO! 





Rocky and the others carefully tickled it 
to open it up. 


Tickle ... tickle ... tickle... 





HERVE-HO! ы 





When the shell finally opened, we were 
by a brilliant light. 


FOSSILIZED FETA. LE 
WHAT А SPECTACULAR 
ететі 
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AGAIN! 









It was one of the most amazing moments 
in prehistory! 

We could see that the pearl inside the 
shell was enormouse, perfectly round, and 
marvemousely sparkly. 

“Mission accomplished!” Rocky rejoiced. 

“HOORAY FOR THE STILTONOOTS!" 
everyone cried, jumping for joy. 

But just then... 


ROOOgAARAR! 


A horrible roar made our whiskers 
tr emble and our fur stand on end. We all 


СР, 


SO WE MEET AGAIN! * 


spun around, ready to protect our tails. 
We were really in hol lava now! 
Striped F UR, pointy FANGS, angry 
EYES, super-sharp CLAWS — it was 





of the saber-toothed tigers! _— шы" 
Our fishermice friends were as petrified / 
as hunks of GRANITE! Qe 





е SO WE MEET AGAIN! 


After all, the mice of Clearwater Village 





are peaceful. Their city is protected by the 





9 487) on the 


с 





water оп one side and JI с 
other, so they never expect to see ABER- 
OOTHED TIGERS storm in! 


Tiger Khan took a step toward us, followed 


by three BANDAGED tigers. Those were 


Mi 





SO WE MEET AGAIN! ® 


the same fearsome felines we’d seen in the 
FOREST earlier! 

Bones and stones — they had followed 
us all the way to Clearwater Village! 

" " Tiger Khan 
snarled. “My henchcats have done an 








excellent job tracking down the 





pea rl of Clearwater Village.” 


Rocky stepped in front of the pearl, ready 





to protect it. 

Shaking in our fur, Thea, Trap, and I 
followed his lead. We weren't about to let a 
mangy feline get his paws on the pearl! 

Tiger Khan HISSED, “If you cooperate, 
I won’t tear out a single one of your 
WHISKERS.” 

I gulped. 

“But if one of you DARES to fight back,” 
he added wickedly, licking his lips, “you will 
be served on a PLATTER at my table 
this evening, with Paleozoic onions and 
Jurassic potatoes as a side dish!” 

Yikes! No one squeaked a 
single werd. 

We outnumbered the four tigers, but 
the rodents of Clearwater Village were no 


quU 





help. They were scared squeakless! 
What could we do? The giant pearl was in 


DANGER — and we were one step from 
extinction! 
6000-ВЧЕ, PREHISTORIC WORLD 








Combing his long claws through his FUR е 
Tiger Khan ordered his henchcats, “Get 
moving!” 


The three tigers jumped to attention. 
Quick as arrows, they darted to gather 
strips of wood and construct a stretcher 
for carrying the pearl back to their home in 
Bugville. 

We watched helplessly as one tiger tried 
to lift the giant pearl onto the stretcher — 
but it was M€EGALITHICALLY HEAVY! 

“Careful, you fearsome Ғу22Бай!” 
Tiger Khan snapped. “If something happens 
to the pearl, ГЇЇ make sure those jumping 


QU 





1? 


ants know exactly where to find you 
*Y-y-yes, of course!” the tiger 
stuttered, trying not to lose his balance. 


Holey prehistoric cheese, was this the end 





Өс... 





of the thagnific EN pearl? 
Meanwhile, sneaky as a rat, Rocky had 
assembled some fishermice up on the stilt 
houses. Now he was whispering something 
to them. 
A moment later . 


"E IRE " 
FISHERMICEU 


Rocky yelled so loudly that my fur stood on 
end. *Paws off the pearl, tigers!" 

The mice darted into their huts and came 
out armed with STRANGE CONTRAPTIONS . . . 
wooden catapults! 

The fishermice loaded the catapults with 
heaps and heaps of the POLLEN 01106 we 
had seen piled around the village. 


YUCK! 
QE 





SUNAWTTTSSHMI 
id qe 


The CATAPULTS had fabumouse aim, 
so before they knew 
what hit their feline N 
fur, the tigers 








were covered in ` | 
algae. It was a 2218 
REALLY slimy, - £z | 
REALLY 4 
stinky, and 
really, 

REALLY, 
really 


itchy! 





"NOW STINKY?” 

"How painful!" 

“How itchy!” 

Now that they were stinky, in pain, and had 
a megalithic itch to scratch, the ferocious 
saber-toothed tigers scampered around like 
frightened kittens. 

“This alae from the lagoon is our secret 
weapon!” Rocky explained to us, winking. 
“Since Clearwater Village’s only natural 
DEFENSES are the sea and the jumping 
ants, we always make sure to have a backup 
plan.” 

“The catapults are fabumouse,” Thea said 
inadMirabiof. 

“Not to mention that algae,” Trap added, 
plugging his snout. “PEE-YEW!” 

The tigers had been forced to retreat from 


the rain of POLLEN 01906. They’d scurried 


quU 





off after their leader, meowing and mangy. 

The air was 1089002907900) Stinky, 
but the rotten algae smell was still better 
than being surrounded by Tiger Khan and 
his fanged gang! 


E 








—R MRRVEMOUSE : 
DISCOVERY! 














When the felines DISAPPEARED from sight, 
we all breathed a great sigh of F@RÜRF. 
Massive meteorites, that was a close call! 
But I didn’t feel calm... 

“What happened today could happen 
again!” | worried. 

“Geronimo is right,” Thea said. “The 
giant pearl is still in danger. Tiger 
Khan won't give up such a precious treasure 
without a fight!" 

Trap elbowed me and whispered, *Listen, 
Geronimo, I thought that maybe . . . how 
can I say this? Well..." 

"What is it, Trap?" I asked. 


qu 


A MARVEMOUSE DISCOVERY! Ж. 





But he clapped a paw over my mouth. 


«ерки I don’t want 
them to hear!” 
Then Trap whispered, so quietly I could 
barely hear, “I think that maybe the giant 
pearl should STAY where it was.” 
“HUH?” What in the Stone Age was my 
cousin squeaking about? 





ік A MARVEMOUSE DISCOVERY! 





“I know, I know!” he added. “It would be a 
terrible waste — that PREC¡OUS jewel, 
down there in the mud. But the pearl would 
be much SAF CR back inside the oyster...” 

I couldn’t believe my ears! Trap, the 

Peediest rodent in all of prehistory, was 
trying to PRO+ECH a natural treasure?! 

“Trap!” I exclaimed. “I’m so Proud 
of you!” 

Thea, who had been listening, announced 
loudly, “Friends of Clearwater Village, Trap 
just had a MARVEMOUSE idea — we'll 
return the pearl to its natural habitat!" 

“But then no one can ADMIRE IT!” one 
fishermouse said. | 

“And someone could secretly try to dig it 
up again,” another added. 

“Wait, ГҮЕ GOT IT!” Rocky interrupted, 
clapping his paws in triumph. “We can 


qu 


A MARVEMOUSE DISCOVERY! Ж. 





return the oyster апа pearl to the water, 
and everyone will still be able to see it — 
because we'll surround it with transparent 
walls in the middle of the lagoon!” 

Pointy triceratops horns, what was he 
squeaking about? 

“Did you say TRANSPARENT WALLS?” 
I asked. “How is that possible?” 

“Come with me,” Rocky said, waving a 
paw. 

He led us to the Cave of Crabs, a small 
cavern nestled in a R@€K wall near 
the lagoon. There, Rocky told us a truly 
incredible story! 

“The fishermice seek shelter in this cave 
when it RAINS.” he explained. “Once, when 
I was here with my friends, we decided to 
light a FIRE. But since we didn’t have any 
wood, we SCRATCHED. а strange, 


C» 


НЄ white, salty mold 
off the walls of the 
yep cave and tried to 

% burn ft To 
| ош ѕигргіѕе, ће 
We SCRATCHED A STRANGE, fire lit! But as it 
WHITE, SALTY MOLD OFF was burning, the 
mold fused with 
the sand on the 
ground and formed a strange 











E TRIED TO 
M AND THE 


mixture. Once it was 
cold, the mixture 
turned into a 
TRANSPARENT 
sheet.” 
Thea, Trap, 
and I listened 
; to Rocky’s story, 
fascinated. 








FORMED 
A STRANGE MIXTURE... 


“We called it GLAZPTIE!” Rocky 
concluded. “We worked with it and learned 
to make it THIN and transparent, almost like 
air. We did many experiments — and here’s 
the result!” 


BY THE GREAT 2АР! 
Our mouths fell open. In the cave were 


not ONE, not PWO, not THREE, but 





ік A MARVEMOUSE DISCOVERY! 





TONE of transparent sheets in all 
shapes and sizes! 

“Thundering triceratops!” I exclaimed. 
“This is a maPVEMOUSE discovery!" 

I examined the whitish that 
grew on the walls of the cave. It was truly 
mouserific! 


Then I closed my eyes and let my 
imagination run wild, like a rat with 
a saber-toothed tiger on his tail. I could 
think of a million things to build using 


GLAZITE! 





A MARVEMOUSE DISCOVERY! Ж. 





It would allow us to keep warmth and 
sound inside a cave or hut but still see 
outside! 

For all the bones in a dinosaur, one thing 


was certain — thanks to the glazite, our lives 
as CAVEMICE could get so much better! 


C 








The next day, the village was . All 

the townsmice were working their paws to 

the bone to bring Rocky's id a to life. 
Thea, Trap, and I were busy, too! With the 


\ | 





help of our GUTESAQURUSES, we had 
put the giant pearl back in the center of the 
lagoon. We positioned it right inside the 
open oyster. 

Rocky and the others carried TREE TRUNKS 
on their skimmer rafts, and used them to 
build а WOODEN structure around the 





oyster. 
“Now that the STRUCTURE is ready,” Rocky 





g WHAT A SIGHT! 


said, “we can put up the TRANSPARENT 
WALLS!” 





The townsmice scampered around, 
loading the sheets of glazite onto their 
skimmer rafts and һесілімд them to the 
wooden posts. 

Holey cheese — we could see the open 
oyster perfectly through the glazite! 

“Now the pearl is SAFE,” said Trap, 
satisfied. 

When the work was finally finished, the 
mice of Clearwater Village organized an 
ENORMOUSE PARTY! There was a 
huge banquet with tons of Paleozoic cheese 
tarts, rolls of spicy algae, and Mammoth 
milkshakes. 


cnomp, cuong rono 


WHAT A SIGHT! io 





"Delicious" Trap mumbled around a 
mouthful of a dozen Paleozoic CHEESE tarts. 

Rocky got to his paws and gave a 
fabumouse speech, thanking us for our 
help and presenting us with a reward from 
the village mice. 

When Rocky waved the pouch full of 
PRECIOUS Clearwater Village pearls that 
he was giving us under Trap's WH?SKERS, 
my cousin gasped — and a tart almost went 
down the wrong way! 


Gur! Cover! 


I was happy, but not just because of the 
precious pearls we were paid. Our trip had 
also given us the gift of glazite, a discovery 
that would completely transform the 
way we cavemice lived. 
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I couldn't wait to return to Old Mouse 


City and tell everyone there about our 


mouserific adventure! 
I had to write an article for the next 


edition of The Stone Gazette right away. 
Bones and stones — I would etch an 











WHAT A SIGHT! io 





entire SPECIAL EDITION dedicated to the 
sensational discovery! 

I could already picture the headline: 
Glazite: A Discovery for the Prehistoric 
Record Books! 


AREN'T YOU 
FORGETTING — 
SOMETHING? 






y 





Before we knew it, it was time for us to 
return to Old Mouse City. 

After saying good-bye to Rocky and 
our new friends from CLEARWATER 
VILLAGE, we headed home on our 
autosauruses. For once, we didn’t run into 


any surprises, so we arrived іп Old Mause 
City before sunset. 


When we got back to 


——— 


/^| divided the pearls 





“Thanks for convincing 


<P 





AREN'T YOU FORGETTING SOMETHING? 2 





me to go,” I said sheepishly. “That really 
was a mousetastic ADVENTURE! Now I’m 
ready for bed, though — I’m so tired, I could 
sleep through a saber-toothed tiger attack.” 
But Trap held up a paw. 
"Aren't you FORGETTING something?” 
he asked, making himself a MAMMOTH 


MiLKSHaKe (out of my <“ Arent у 
cs ا‎ aiii so ou 
ingredients! аны б | eth, 
“What?” I — " ii 





confused. 

"Don't you remember?" 
said Thea with a grin. 
“The DINNER!” 

“But we ate like 
megalosauruses at 
Rocky’s party . . ." 

I protested. 

RAT-MUNCHING 


C» 


ж AREN'T YOU FORGETTING SOMETHING? 





RATTEESNAKES! I suddenly remembered 
what they were squeaking about! 

Between the pearls, the discovery of 
@LAZITE, and the party, I had completely 
forgotten about my evening with Clarissa 
Conjurat! 

“You aren’t thinking of baching out, 
are you?” Thea asked. 

I imagined it: Clarissa and me, sitting 
together... 

Gulp! HOW @MBARRASSING! 
Just the thought made 
my whiskers wobble, 





and my heart started 
beating like the gong of 
Ernest Heftymouse, our 
village leader! 

“Maybe it would be 
better to reschedule, 


AREN'T YOU FORGETTING SOMETHING? 4 





y-y-you know,” I stammered. “I have a 
t-t-ton of things to do, and —” 

“Oh yeah, like what?" Trap pressed, 
standing SNOUT To SNOUT with me. 

“Well, uh, I have to etch the special 
edition of The Stone Gazette dedicated to 
the discovery of @LAZITE.” 

“You can do that tomorrow!” Thea pointed 
out. 

“But . . . I also have to explain to our 
іПпүсібет, Leo Edistone, how the 
townspeople of Clearwater Village make 
glazite from MOLD! " | squeaked. 

“Oh, you scaredy-mouse!" Trap cried. 
“Those things can all happen tomorrow, and 
you know it." 

THEA agreed. “Enough nonsense, 
Geronimo! ГІ help you get ready. You need 
to look FABUMOUSE for such a special 


quU 


ж AREN'T YOU FORGETTING SOMETHING? 





occasion.” She gave me a once-over from 
head to tail. “Your outfit is all (tained and 
wrinkled.” 

I glanced down. After that trip to 
Clearwater Village, I was definitely looking 
worse for the wear. And after the avalanche 
of rotten algae, I Smelled worse than 
rancid ricotta! 








AREN'T YOU FORGETTING SOMETHING? 4 





What a MEGALITHIC MESS! 

Forget the romantic dinner — if she saw 
me like this, Clarissa would Scamper off 
with her paws up! I needed Thea’s help, and 
fast. 

“Calm down, Geronimo,” she reassured 
me. “ГІ make you look like a true 
gentlemouse in no time!” 
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- MEGRLITHICRLLY- 


EMBARRASSING! 
Aa 





First, Thea decided that I had to etch a fancy 
dinner invitation for Clarissa. 

Purple with embarrassment, I got а 
stone out and began to etch: Marvemouse 
Clarissa, would you do me the honor 

of dining with me one of these 

CAN evenings? Maybe this evening? 
Or, if you'd like, tomorrow 





evening? But if you’re 
busy, please don't 
worry about it — 
“Geronimo!” 
Thea reprimanded, 
glancing at the 





HOW MEGALITHICALLY EMBARRASSING! 





invitation over my shoulder. «What in 

prehistory are you etching? 
She threw out my invitation and forced me 

to etch what she dictated, word for word. 
Fossilized feta, there was no way out! 
Here's what it ended up looking like: 


edi NIST EE 
Dearest Clarissa, 


Мән you like to dine with me this 

ag at the Rotten Tooth Tavern? 
I TI meet you in front of your cave 
tonight at eight o'clock. I hope you 
say yes! 


Yours, 


Geronimo Stiltonoot 











FULL BATH, WITH 
Й ёт up ТО MY 
SKERS 







As soon as the 
invitation was 
ready, we 
passed it toa 
MAIL-A- 
DACTYL 
so that it would 
reach Clarissa 
quickly. 
How megalithically 
embarrassing! 
But that wasn’t the 
end of it. Thea forced 
me to take а bath, 
complete with soap up 
to my whiskers (even 
© though my last bath, a 





month ago, had plenty of 


suds!). | 1} 










Then she groomed 
me and combed my 
Dt =ч (2) 

And she poured an 
entire bowl of prehistoric | 
musk Cologne on me! 13) 

She even dressed те _ 
up in a formal SUIT. +) 

Finally, she placed the 
bag of pearls in my 
paw and sent me off to 
Clarissa’s cave. 

“But, I’m not ready,” 

I protested. 

Thea Shook her snout. 
“I don't want to hear 
ANOTHER WORD, Geronimo. 


This is a once-in-a-lifetime 





opportunity!” 


<P 


hes 


HOW MEGALITHICALLY EMBARRASSING! 





"^ “I-I —" I stammered. 
ы "Don't ruffle my fur!” Thea 
: said, waving her GLUB in front 





%.%%%%евевеееееееесесееевесесегес 


of my face. 

Gasp! I knew Га better 

do what she said! 

I had no choice but to leave my cave. 

To my surprise, Clarissa was already 
waiting for me at the door of her cave — 
апа she looked 5G elegant: The thought 
that she had gotten dressed up just to go out 
with me made my whiskers wobble: 


BONES AND STONES, | FELT LIKE 
| MIGHT FAINT AT ANY MOMENT! 


“Hi, Geronimo!” Clarissa greeted me. 
“You were very sweet to invite me to dinner.” 
S-s-sweet? Pointy triceratops horns, 
Clarissa had just told me that I was Sweet! 


qu 


HOW MEGALITHICALLY EMBARRASSING! 
ee 


I turned red from the ends of my ears to the 
tip of my tail. 

“Umm, its my p-p-plearure! = 1 
responded. Then I gave her my arm, and 
together we headed to the Rotten Tooth 
Tavern. I felt like the luckiest rodent in 
prehistory! 

When we reached the TAVERN, Trap had 
reserved a romantic table for us, with lots of 





HOW MEGALITHICALLY EMBARRASSING! 
—$$—$—$—$—_$—$—$_$___ _—_— PÀaÓ(— a — 


flaming torches and a bouquet of Paleolithic 
flowers! 

My paws finally stopped shaking, and I 
told Clarissa all about the ADVENTURE 
Га just been on. When it was time for 
dessert, I gave her the bag of pearls. 

“Ooooh, Geronimo!” she cried in delight, 
stunned. “They're beautiful!” And before I 
knew what was happening, she gave me a 
kiss right on the tip of my snout! 


ي 


It’s still hard for me to believe, but, thanks 
to Thea and Trap, ҺЕР BAM that Pd had at 
the beginning of this adventure had become 
a reality! By the Great Zap — anything was 
possible! 


qu 


HOW MEGALITHICALLY EMBARRASSING! 


After that, you can bet ГЇЇ be on the 
lookout for my next adventure in the Stone 
Age, or Pm not... 
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MEET 


Geronimo Stiltonord 







He is a mouseking — the Geronimo Stilton 
of the ancient far north! He lives with his 
brawny and brave clan in the village of 
Mouseborg. From sailing frozen waters 

to facing fiery dragons, every day is an 
adventure for the micekings! 
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IN THE KINGDOM IN THE KINGDOM IN THE KINGDOM IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY OF FANTASY OF FANTASY OF FANTASY 





"THE PHOENIX ТІНЕ HOUROF THE WIZARDS 


OF DESTINY: MAGIC: WAND: 
AN EPIC KINGDOM OF THEEIGHTH ТОКЕ THE NINTH ADVENTURE = 
FANTASY ADVENTURE IN THE M IN THE KINGDOM — 
ASY OF FANTASY 
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| Meet. ай 
GERONIMO STiLTONiX | 





He is a spacemouse — the Geronimo 
Stilton of a parallel universe! He is 
captain of the spaceship MouseStar 1. 
While flying through the cosmos, he visits 
distant planets and meets crazy aliens. 
His adventures are out of this world! 
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NCE PLANET 
ADVENTURE 


#2 You're Mine, Captain! #3 Ice Planet Adventure #4 The Galactic Goal 
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#6 The Underwater #7 Beware! Space Junk! #8 Away in a Star Sled #9 Slurp Monster #10 Pirate Spacecat 
Planet . є Showdown Attack 








Old Mouse City 


(MOUSE ISLAND) 
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WHOIS 
GERONIMO STILTONOOT? — 
















С, He is а cavemouse — Geronimo Stilton's 
ancient ancestor! He runs the stone 
newspaper in the prehistoric village of 
Old Mouse City. From dealing with 
dinosaurs to dodging meteorites, 

his life in the Stone Age 

is full of adventure! 





In the lagoon near Old Mouse City, cavemice 
have discovered a giant oyster. It holds 
a pearl of megalithic proportions! The 
mice of the lagoon call on Geronimo 
Stiltonoot to help fish the oyster out of 
the water. Can he figure out how to get 
the pearl before the saber-toothed tigers 
catch wind of it? 





www.scholastic.com/geronimostilton 
www.geronimostilton.com 





